OFF-SHORE

hands and argue reasonable.    It'd no be fair to
ye."

We could not have that argument then, for I
had so little time to go ashore and purchase what
necessaries could be remembered while narrowly
watching the clock.    I was astride the bulwarks
again   when   the   Windhover  was  free  of   her
moorings.    There was a lack of deliberation and
dignity in this departure which gave it the appear-
ance of improvisation, of not being the real thing.
I could not believe it mattered whether I went or
not.    My first voyage, that is, had those common
circumstances   which   always   make   our   crises
incredible when they face us, as if they had met
us by accident, in mistake for someone else.    The
bascules of the Tower Bridge went up, this time
to  let  me  out.    Yet  that  significant  gesture,
obviously made to my ship, was watched with an
indifference which was little better than cynicism.
What was this city, past which we moved ?    In
that haze it was only the faded impress of what
once was there, of what once had overlooked
the departure of voyagers, when on memorable
journeys in famous ships.    Now it had almost
gone.    It had seen its great days.   There was